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CHAPTER X.
HISS ELVIRA'S WAT AND THE COLONEL'S

"WAY.
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"J you hit me, Col. Thome," said Furni
val.

The rain was done next morning; the
sun shone upon Thome Hill, and the
mocking hirds made a din in the garden
thickets; the guinea fowls and the geese
and all tho denizens of the poultry yard
kept up a cheerful clatter; only the hu-

man voice was mute or hushed to a dis-

heartened whisper.
The colonel had his coffee early and

rode away; Mrs. Thorne and Flora break-
fasted in their own room; thus Miss El-

vira and Missy were alone at table.
Missy had lain awake an hour the night
before, dovising various plans in her
poor little brain to induce her father to
recall "Brer Nicholas," and one of these
plans was deliberate starvation; but
when morning came she was too hungry
to carry out this project, so she ate a
good breakfast, thinking to go without
dinner.

Miss Elvira had mado no resolution as
to starving, but appetite had forsaken
her, and having certain plans of her own
that she was anxious to put in train, she ,

sent Missy away when the meal was
over. With a hundred dollars in gold
hidden in her pocket, and a bottle of lini-
ment carried conspicuously in her hand.
Miss Elvira set out for old Gilbert's cab-
in. She could have sent for old Gilbert
to come to her, but that would have
given publicity to the step she contem-
plated. Lifting her dainty skirts with
great painstaking, she tiptoed around the
puddles in the lane through which old
Gilbert had bravely splashed the dark
night before, with Missy on his back.
Bhe was a little exhausted when she ar-

rived at the end of her journey.
Old Gilbert was in his garden, where

nil things flourished greenly. To fore-
stall tho products of the "gret-hous- e gar-
den" was one of the aims of his exist-
ence. - - -

"Gilbert! Gilbert!"' Miss Elvira called
faintly; she was leaning over the gate,
which she found hard to open.

"Dat pesky gate agin!" exclaimed old
Gilbert, hastening forward. "Hopes I
see you well dis inornin'. Missle-virey.- "

"I am very well, thank you, Gilbert,"
Miss Elvira answered bravely. She had
not slept all night, and she looked old
and ill, as Gilberl plainly saw.

"Seddown here, Missle-vire- y, in do
Bhade of desc pammy-christies,- " he said,
wiping with bis sleeve the rude block
thfct did duty for a bench.

Miss Elvira sat down, glad to rest.
" How is your rheumatism, Gilbert?"

she asked, with gentle interest.
Old Gilbert mnde a wry face; his rheu-

matism was none the better for his
tramp in the rain; it was promptly the
worse for Miss Elvira's sympathy, "nit
kinder gits me wid a stitch in de hol-

ler of de back now en' agin," ho said,
with expressive jerks and pauses.

"lvo brought you a liniment that is
rousidered very efficacious," said Miss
Elvira, in her soft, plaintive voice and
choice language, as she offered tho big
black bottle. Miss Elvira would no more
have gone to old Gilbert's cabin without
her "free will offering" than old Gilbert
would have gone to the "gret house'"
without his little complement of eggs or
vegetables, or the like.

The old man took the boltle with a
smile of supreme satisfaction; he loved
"dootonnents." Pulling out the stopper
with his teeth, and smelling the contents
with a critical air, "Hit got a stren'th,
tubbo shol" ho declared, approvingly.
--TnaTiKce, ma am; tnanEee, Missle-vire- y.

I gwan give 'em a trial."
Miss Elvira's eyes meantime traveled

slowly round tha little garden, as if in
search of something. She missed Nich-
olas in everything she saw. "I suppose
you'vo heard what has happened, Gil-

bert?" she said, with a tremor in her
voice.

"Yes, Missle-virey,- " old Gilbert sighed,
and hung his head.

"Nicholas," she proceeded more stead-
ily, "has disgraced his family; he has
brought condemnation upon himself
forever."

Old Gilbert stood respectfully silent.
"There is no help," faltered Miss El-

vira.
Still old Gilbert was silent.
"It were better that he were dead!"

she exclaimed, with a passionate sob.
"Don't sih dat, Missle-vire- y, honey,"

expostulated old Gilbert, laying his toil
hardened hand on her sleeve. "Fur dem
we loves ter be dead hit's a mighty set-

tled fac'."
"So is marriage," said Mips Elvira in-

exorably. "He is woite than dead to us
lie is lost. But Nicholas cannot do

without clothes and"
"I got his trunk bafe en' sound, Missle-virey- ."

"You did right. Glory-An- n told me.
I want you to take the ox cart and carry
that trunk to Nicholas. And he will be
wanting money, so you can give him
this hundred dollars. 111 send you a
pass

"Any letter, Missle-virey?- " old Gilbert
suggested, closiug both hands over the
money. "Nor aire a message?"

"No aid Miss Elvira, and turned her
oack. She could not thrust Nicholas
from her heart, but she had no more
idea of rccallinghttn again into favor,
of excusing or condoning hi? marriage, j

tuan had CcL Thorne himself; it was a
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step not to De countenancea, ana sne
walked away.

"Den Mawse Nick, he ain't gwan tetch
dishyer money, I fo'see dat plain," com-
manded old Gilbert. "Hit is cur'ous, de
likeness de is in fambilies. Dere's

jest ez saf t en' jest ez easy; but
she kin be jest ez unconditioned en' ez
hawd ez mawster hisse'f in her saf t lit-

tle way. Lawd Kolp her! En' Mawse
Nick, evy span of him a Thorne, lak de
res' on 'em; en' dat Missy de same; de
kin all on 'em hoi' de own notions,
plum tell Gabriel blow he hawn. En'
hit ain't Mr. Job Furnival what'll git ter
finish Miss Pauline house; I fo'see dat
plain."

Mrs. Leonard herself understood this
perfectly the moment-sh- comprehended
that Nicholas was married to Job Furni-Tal- 's

daughter. "Whatever happens, I
am the one to suffer," she complained
to Flora that night when they were
alone. "There's no builder in all Leon
county equal to Job Furnival; but he
must go, I suppose."

"Of course, ma," returned Flora,
promptly. "None of us can counten-
ance the Furnivals now in any way."

"And my house at a standstill, heaven
knows how long!" fretted Mrs. Thorne.
"And it is going to be so unpleasant here
after this."'

"We might go up to Tallahassee and
board," Flora suggested.

"Board! Nobody who is anybody ever
boards, Flora. I am surprised at you.
We may as well pack our trunks and go
north for the rest of the summer. The
colonel won't consul t me, of course. He
will dismiss Furnival at daybreak to-

morrow, and it will be a mercy if he
doesn't blow the man's brains out."

But there was not so much danger of
this as Mrs. Thorne fancied. The colonel
held that Furnival was to blame, more
or less, but he had no intention of soiling
his hands with the blood of one so much
beneath him. He did not consult Mrs.
Thorne; to what purpose should he do
so, having fully made up his mind? If
there should be a suit for breach of con-

tract, of course he himself would defray
expenses; but he did not wish any dis-

cussion of the subject; he was accus-
tomed to give orders and to be obeyed,
and Furnival must go.

The colonel rode away in the early
dawn as impetuously as Nicholas had
ridden away in the rainy night. The sun
was just rising, and work had barely
begun, when he entered the gate at Mrs.
Thome's place.

Furnival was smoking his pipe under
the magnolia tree in front of the house.
The news concerning Nicholas had not
yet traveled beyond Thorne Hill, but
Furnival knew, as soon as he caught
sight of the colonel's black frown, that
the secret was out. He extinguished
his pipe forthwith, and prepared for
"talk," being a wordy man.

"Mornin", colonel," he said ingratia-
tingly; he didn't intend to have a "row,"
if it could bo helped.

"Collect your tools," said the colonel,
with a vigorous sweep of his right arm,
"and vacate these premises, instanter."

"We 11," said Furnival, with deliber-
ate utterance, and looking the colonel
straight in the eyes, "them is pretty
short orders to come from anybody but
the owner of this place. My cawntrac'
is with yo' brother Leonard's widow,
'cordin' toe mv understandin'."

"I want no words with you, sir," said
tire colonel. "Your place is to obey
orders."

"It happens to most of us,"' said tha
carpenter, coolly, "to git what we don't
want; an' so fur as words air concerned,
I've as good a right to speech as any other
son of Adam. I mought ask what ails the
job? But I know very well, colonel, it's
all because yo' son Nick has made a durn
fool of himself, an' this ain't the fust
time I've said it."

"Nobody asked your opinion, sir,"
said tho colonel, who had not been able,
for gathering rage, to interrupt. "Will
you leave peaceably?"

"Not till I've had my say, by thunder!"
retorted Furnival, putting his hands in
his pockets and planting himself dog-

gedly, just within reach of the colonel's
riding whip. "I've got some of the
feelin's of a payrent myself, though they
don't take tho same track in mo as it
'pears they do in you. My girl Dosia is
a good girl, and as pretty as aire Thorne
ever I sot eyes on; an' so fur forth as
this proceedin' is a insult to her, I'll re-

sent it unto blood."

"You've been drinking, sir." BaidTho
colonel, in a great rage.

"No, sir," returned Furnival, paren-
thetically; "I'm a son of temperance
to please Dosia. She'll make Nick
Thorne a better wife than ho deserves."

The colonel urged his horse a stop
nearer; but Furnival did not flinch,
neither did he hesitate in his deliberate
drawl.

"Hows'ever, as I war he con-
tinued, "so fur forth as this proceedin' is
a holding of me to account, I'm free to
justify myself ; an' I tell you, right now
an' right here, I ain't no better pleased
with the match than you be."

"Will you go?"' cried the colonel, furi-
ously.

'Til go when I"ve had my say, an' not
a minute sooner. I told you. a while ago,
that Nick had made a blamed fool of
himself, but for that matter, I'm free to
declare, Dosia is a blameder fool than
him; hows'ever, she's my daughter, an'
therefor he's my son!"

"You insolent, prating jackanapes!"'
shouted the colonel, blind with rage, as
he raised his riding whip in act to strike.

"Ef you hit me. Col. Thorne," said
Furnival, catching the whip in his mus-
cular hands, "111 bounce jou plumouten
yo' saddle. You got no cause to com-
plain ef I take what you fling away; an'
so. good mornin" to you.'

As Furnival let go the whip the col-

onel's horse reared and plunged, throw- -

mg his rider into the dust; but the car--;
peuter walked awar, too angrr to offer
assistance. '

"Peter,"' he said, to an old negro why? j

was mixiiifr ninrtnr on tYn n?kr- - cr? i
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"Thus ToT. Thorne "had naU Ms war;

yet, in spite of it, he felt beaten, and he
rode homeward, moody and bitter, with
a dejected head.

CHAPTER XL
MISS B03JLT Jl 2LLKES UP HER MIND.
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"Land alive! XicJ: Thorne!"
With the hot blood of the Thornes surg-

ing in his veins, Nicholas left his father's
house, reckless of the driving rain; and
when the "rain ceased, at dawn, he had
come to that sorry little unpainted house,
in the corner of the field, on the edge of
Eden, his horse necked with foam, him-
self drenched with the storm.

A bird was singing in the blooming
elder bush tliat grew near one of tha
windows; it was Dosia's window, that
looked toward Leon county. There
were no blinds, and presently the white
curtains were drawn aside and Dosia ap-

peared; the small, square, high set win-
dow framed her like an old fashioned
portrait. Well might the carpenter boast
of his daughter's beauty! It was of a
type that needed no adorning; and Do-

sia, as she stood in the window, was none
the less an exquisite picture that her
black dres3 was so severelv simple. Her
luxuriant dark hair clustered in little
rings over her low, fair forehead and
around her shoulders, a graceful riot of
curls. There was a smile, wistful and
tender, on her perfect mouth, and a far
away look in her splendid eyes, that ig-- 1

nored the near surroundings and pierced
the distance with the soul's vision.

Out of sight, behind the screen of
dripping elder bushes, Nicholas beheld

i this benediction in his young wife's eyes,
and tears blinded him. "Ah. dear and
bpautiful and good!" he sighed. "Little
do they dream what an angel they scorn
in you! If they only knew you! But
they will not! And so farewell to them;
henceforth I have only Dosia, dearest
and best! And to what a fate have I
compelled you, unworthy that I am!
Like the unjust steward, 'I cannot dig;
to beg I am ashamed.' But happiness
yet is mine, and I can neither repine nor
repent."

Dosia shut the window, and Nicholas,
dashing away his tears, rode around tho
corner of the field to the front of the
house.

"Now, how shall I ask for her, at this
hour of tho morning?" lie pondered, not
without a certain sense of amusement.
"Her excellent cousin, Roxanna tha
Rigid, knows nothing of our marriage.
liie oia Jietiiouist minister who tier
formed the ceremony is somewhere in
Georgia; her mother is dead; her father
is away and he'll be invited, witliin an-

other hour, to knock off work at my j

aunt's, I'll bet my life!"
Dosia's cousin, or, to be more exact,

her mother's cousin. Roxanna White,
was one of those women providentially
left, for the convenience of others, with- -
out settled habitation. Fortunately she '

had no objection to "living around;" she
liked change. She had nursed Dosia's
mother in her last illness, and she re--
mained with Dosia now, in her loneli- - j

ness, not unwillingly, for she was far
seeing, anu the da- - might come when
Job Furnival would be seeking consola--i
tion; she ate no idle bread, and Job
might yet learn her value.

Roxanna, according to her wont, was
up betimes this morning, and having
browbeaten the hired negress who did the
cooking, she bounced out of the front
door, broom in hand, to sweep the front
porch, just as Nicholas Thorne came up
the steps.

A tall, strong, gaunt woman was Rox-
anna, in whom hard vork and meager
faro had left scarce a trace of the buxom
beauty that had distinguished her youth.
In her dress, narrow and short, thero
was no effort at adornmenC. "1 hem as
likes may put in their eight or nine
breadths," Miss Roxanna was accus-
tomed to say- -, "but four is plenty fur
any mortal woman, an' mo' convenient
to pocket an' backbone." No ruffles, no
tucks, no manner of superfluities for her.
Her only vanity was her hair, whioh still
retained its color and its gloss. She had
tied a towel over her head to protect it
from the dust: but truly the dust might
hardly reach her head, so high it was
above her broom.

Now, Miss Roxanna White had never
approved of the admiration Nicholas
evinced for DosiaJ She was decidedly
of the opinion thaPit would never do to
have this young sprig of quality hanging
around a girl whose mother was dead,
and whose father was away. She would
have liked to sweep Col. Thome's son off
the porch, with the two or three leaves
she espied upon the floor; but as ehe
could not do this, she towered in the
doorway, and held her broom crosswise,
as she exclaimed, forbiddingly: "Land
alive! Nick Thorne! What brung you
here this time o' day, befo' even the cows
is milked?' And to herself she thought,
"I've writ that aunt o" his'n a warnin';
why ain't she fitten to keep him home?"

Nicholas laughed; the fun of the situ-
ation was irresistible; it made him, for
the moment, oblivious of its tragic as-

pect "I've come for my wife, he said,
and turned suddenly sober and scarlet
with the humiliating reflection that he
was seeking shelter, not offering it.

"Land o' Goshen!" exclaimed Miss
White, irately. "Why ain't ye mo' re-

spect fur yo' s'periors in age and wisdom,
boy? Im s'prised at ye; an' I dunno
why I should be, neither. I don want
no nonnse here. Git out!"

"I tell you Dosia is my wife," said
Nicholas gravely. "We were married
bv old Mr. Drummoad, in her mother's
presence, two Jays before Mrs, Furnival j

died."
Miss White's sallow face underwent

variety of contortiau: she nearly swal- -

lowed the little hi of athea, stick wuh
which bhe had been taking aer morning I

"dip," and which" she habitually earned j

?n hpr mnntli- - th nfvm clattered from !

she "had been, sent to visit a relation six
miles distant, just two days before Mrs.
Furnival died. "Wha what?' she
gasped. Then, under strong conviction,
she lifted her right arm straight it near-
ly touched the lintel and said, with
strong emphasis, "I'll bet my ultimate
picayune the colonel ain't consentin'."

"Never you mind the colonel," said
Nicholas, shortly. "I must see Dosia."

Dosia had heard his voice; she came
out into the little entry that divided the
rooms, and stood there, pale and trem-
bling.

"Dosia! Dosia!" cried Nicholas, wild-
ly, as he pushed past the demoralized
spinster; and the next instant she was
in his arms.

"Dosia," said Miss White, hoarsely,
"you're a cawnsistent member of the
Methodis' chu'eh. an' so fur fo'th ez I
know, you ain't had naire a fall from
grace; ef you say hit's true that ye air
married, ez he tells beside Cousin Man-dy- 's

bed o' death I'll believe it."
"It is true," said Dosia, with smiles

and tears and blushes.
Miss White picked up her broom and

went to sweeping off the porch. She
made two comments mentally, one in
reference to Dosia's mother, the other to
Dosia's father: "She musta-turne- d plum'
fool befo' she died;'' and, "he's got "em
to tote, I see."

Nicholas and Dosia safe down on the
long wooden bench that constituted the
only furnishing of the little passage.
Miss White, glancing over her shoulder,
saw them there, and she immediately
slammed the front door.

"You've been in the rain,' said Dosia,
"accustomed all her life to consider others.
"How wet your clothes are! You must
lave ridden all night."

"I did," Nicholas answered, with a
dark frown; then, with a burst of bitter
laughter: "Have you any clothes, Dosia?
I don't know that I have any, unless I've
left a few scattering about Sunrise plan-
tation that I may lay claim to."

"Your father has?"' Dosia faltered.
inr-f.- .il 1 ? l.l x--- i

.
" yiuer nub ipuuueu xicno as,

indicating with a wave ot ms Hand that
words would not express the sentence
passed upon him,

Dosia sat silent and stunned, clinging
to his arm; for herself it did not matter;
but for Nicholas it seemed at the mo-

ment more than she could bear.
"My whole fortune," said Nicholas,

with covert bitterness, ''consists in my
horse and my watch; we'll sell these,
Dosia, and defy the world."

"I have done you a great wrong," she
whispered.

"You've done yourself a great wrong,
it may be, dear heart,; said Nicholas.
"But at least we have each other. Oh,
Dosia! Dosia! my wife! If they only
knew you, Dooia, my saint! There is
nobody like you. You had faith in me,
and you saved me. Compared with you,
what are they all? Henceforth I live only
for you. Missy, Missy, , alone" he fal-

tered. "Poor little siser! she has not
castmeoff! How she cried to me, through
tho rainy darkness, to take her with me!
I seemed to hear her every mile of the
way! I'm 'an exile from home,' and all
that, you know. Ah, no, no!" he amend-
ed, quickly, as Dosia sobbed aloud. "How
could I say that, my dearest and best?
You are my home. Dosia, Dosia, look
at me with your heavenly eyes; sayyou
love me; say you believe in me!"'

And Dosia looked s him. She did not
speak, but she smiled through her tears;
and then she drew away from him and
rose.

"You are going to pray over the 'situ-- i
ation,' Dosia, you know you are; my
beautiful saint!" cried Nicholas, with a
emile of reverent admiration.

"I am going to find 3ou some of my
father's clothes," said Dosia.

"Good wife! You are better than any
fortune," Nicholas declared; and he
laughed. He was very happy, in spito
of tho "situation."'

Miss White had finished sweeping and
left tho porch. She had no grace of
manner, but she was by no means de- -

v.oid of 'ace of ."v T)mt this 'T1"""
riagis was a wretched business, a miser
able blunder, was an opinion firo would
not melt out of her; nevertheless, she
had no thought of refusing Job Furnival,
when the time should come, and she was
entirely willing to spend herself in help-
ing to take care of the foolish young
couple. She had slammed the door, not
in wrath, but solely by way of giving
them to understand that she meant to
leave them untrammeled enjoyment of ,

their Fool's Paradise; and she now con-

siderately avoided returning to the house
to put away her broom, but went round
to tho kitchen to get Nicholas a cup of
coffee.

"He's next do' to a fool, I deem,"
grumbled she; "but that ain't no reason
why he should perish unto my hans; 'n
if he don't git somethin' hot inside him,
after that ride all night in the rain, he'll
be laid up agin with that stole in his
lung. If 'taint his lung, leastwise 'twas
mighty close. Hit would be a mercy o'
the Lawd, an' a jedgement, if he was to
drap off suddent, an' spite the colonel to
conversion; but 'tain't none o' my busi-
ness to hurry his end by goin' beginst
my lights to neglect him."'

So Miss White made Nicholas drink
the coffee scalding hot, and then she de
parted to spread the news, that being the j
sole satisfaction she could derive from
the event.

Two hours later she returned in better
heart. "Dosia," she said, cheerfully,
"I'm to stir up a poun cako. It
don't seem proper, nur 'cordin' to nature,
not to have 6omethin' to give a feature
to matrimonv."

CHAPTER XII.
COHPLEtENTS PASS.
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heavy covered basket, under the weight
of which she could hardly stagger.

"I've brought you your pass, Gilbert,"
sho panted; "and some provisions. You
are to return and bring word,
you know. Be sure you put some pro-
vender in the cart for the ox.' That one
of the Thorne Hill oxen should be fed
from the Furnival corn crib was ignom-
iny not to be endured.

"I gwan do dat!" old Gilbert assured
her. He held the same views that Miss
Elvira held in regard to the feeding of
the Thorne Hill oxen; and furthermore,
he thought, "Is I gwan resk old Brandy
on mouldy nubbins?'

"And, Gilbert," said Miss Elvira, com-
ing back after she had started away, as
if what she had to say was an after-
thought and not a deliberately premedi-
tated design, "if Nicholas should take a
fancy to anything in the basket, you
needn't bring back the jars."

"Yes, ma'am," said old Gilbert, with
stolid gravity; but he doubled over with
a smothered chuckle when Miss Elvira
was gone. "Is she clean plum' furgot
Mawse Nick is a bawn Thorne? He ain't
gwan tetch dat basket; but I gwan haul
it jes' de same."

Now Missy, hidden in the clump of
Palma Christi that ornamented the front
of old Gilbert's garden, had r ird the
whole of the conference between these
two. When ic was concluded she crept
out and hurried to the house, over the
garden fence, fired with the wild resolve
to runaway with old Gilbert and jom
her brother. She made up a small bun-
dle cf her clothing and hid it under the
wardrobe, and when she went down to
tea she secreted a biscuit by way of pro-
vision for her breakfast. Her next idea
was to lie awake all night in order to rise
with the dawn on the morrow, to which
end she insisted upon hearing Glory-Ann- 's

whole repertoire of zoological leg-

ends; but in spite of this. Missy slept tho
sleep of a tired child. When she awoke
the glimmer of the dawn was in the east
and Glory-An- n was snoring on her pal-

let.
Missy sprang up. She had to dress

herself, which she never yet had done.
It was an arduous undertaking, but at
last it was accomplished. Her shoes and
stockings she took in her hands, with her
little bundle, and stole softly and swiftly
down stairs. As she could not unlock
the hall door, she climbed out of one of
the dining room windows, and ran down
the lane to old Gilbert's cabin. Alack!
it was shut fast, and the ox cart was not
under the shed.

When Missy comprehended that old
Gilbert was gone, she threw herself on

disappointment; but presently she
that if this attempt at flight

should bo discovered, every possiblo j

means would be taken to prevent her )

putting her intention into execution on j

any future occasion that might offer;
perhaps even she might be locked up and
fed on bread and water, like a little girl
in a story she had read; and however de-

cided Mfssy might be as to dying of star-
vation, ehe had no mind to live on bread
and water; so she made haSteback to the
house, and was lucky to get in unseen.

Glory-An- n was still snoring, and Missy
stuffed her bundle under the wardrobe
again, tore off her clothes, and curled
herself up in bed.

It was a mystery Mom Bee was never
able to explain how Missy's clothes came
to be scattered all over the room; but she
had her suspicions, when, a few hours
later, she discovered the bundle under
the wardrobe.

"Who in de Ian' put dis here?" she in-

quired.
"Me," said Missy.
"What fur, I'd lak ter know?'
" "Cause." And no coaxing could make

Missy say further.
Meanwhile old Gilbert pursued his

journey sadly. Once in the silent woods
he essayed to sing, for his comfort:

Zion! Zion is my home
I'm a trav'Un dc hebenly road;

but he ended with a sigh, and drove on,
mute.

Toward sundown Miss Roxanna White,
sitting on the top step of the porch, and
enjoying her evening "dip" in solitude, '

espied the ox cart comingalong the road.
In that primitive and secluded hamlet
the passage of an ox cart was an excit-
ing event. Miss White watched it with
an interest that was almost breathless.
It teemed too good to be true that this
cart, with the strong, black ox and the
very respectable old negro driver, was
actually going to stop before the house
where, for tbe time being, she had her
abiding place.

"Whose ole nigger are you?" she de-

manded, in shrill excitement, as Gilbert
dismounted.

"1 is Gilbert, ma'am; Kernel Thome's
man Gilbert, fum over in Leon," he re-

sponded, removing his hat and bowing
low.

"In the name o' peace an' plenty!" ex-

claimed Roxanna, rising to tho full ex-

tent of her numerous inches, and peer-
ing at tlw cart from the height of the top
step. "Brought Nick Thome's trunk,
eh?'

"Yes, mistis.
"Well, 'tain't no mo'n simple justice,

'cordin' to my way o' thinkin'; but as a
officer o' justice, you're powerful laggard
in yo movements. Whyn't ye come a t

day sooner?'
"I cum soon ez de succumstances wuz

qualified, ma'am," old Gdbert explained,
deferentially.

"An' you come too late; Nick Thome
ain't cher," Miss White announced, com-
pactly.

Old Gilbert stood agape and stupefied.
"Whev wher he den, mistis?" he stam- - j

mered.
"That's mo'n I kin tll. He kited off

to Sunri&e plantation yettiddy, two hours
x, an", &s I hear tell, he to!" that

black hawse o' his'n to the orereefr fur
a bund'ed an fifty, which it wis wuth
fire hund'ed, if it was wuth a duae; an
he come back with Johnson's rickety ole
buggy an' blin mare, an this mawnin',
by daybreak, him an' Dosia tak np thorr
line o' march to sek their fortune, I
E'pose. They cin't said naire word to
me. They're a pair o turtle doe? ,

what 3cm yoa expect bat what
they'd Sy? But whitr they 11 liyht I
don't undertake to prophesy. All I
know ie, thry "re gene, an I'm left aktne
here, lak a sparrer on tbe hcuttp, of
mo lakly, a buzzard 03 a raiJ coosid
erin of my sLml "

"Tubfte rhoT old Gilbert jccat",
with pohtfc assent. H looked t tb
rirht and he kkd to the kit. ira at th 1

sky and iwn at tbe ground, robbing bis
fortbead with hiz borxsy foreSuger.
"What I gran do, caf?" he wyid.

"Yoa kin carry that trunk bstek, an'
wait fur. occasion." aJd Hies While,
"life a taigirty f&aHh tastsoei, tfu; jasr--

rrm thorn socaritjfer msttt'a, bread;

Dtrt cuafftn wont mend it none, an' yoo
kin tell Colonel Thorne I sesso."

"Dullaw, mistis!" said old Gilbert,
with uplifted band. "I wouldn't so much
ez name Mawse Nick to mawster not
fur freedom!'

Miss White cackled harshly.
Gilbert, recalling Miss Elvira's instruc

tions as to the contents ot the provision
basket, thought that it might be well to
make a propitiatory offering to this se-

vere giantess, who seemed somehow to
be Jinked with his young master's fate.

liDej is a little matter o gooaies outi
yander in de cyart," he said, with hesi-
tating humility; "ruebbe you mought
lak ter tas 'cm?'

Miss White spat viciously. "No,
thankee."' said she. "They'd sour on my
stomik."

"You mought set 'cm aside ontel
Mawse Nick come back," old 'Gilbert
suggested, timidly.

"He ain't back!" Miss White
declared, with decision so energetic that
old Gilbert's heart sank witli the fear
that his young master was turned out of
doors on all sides. "En' me
on old Mawse Job Furnival ter tek enro
on him," thought the old negro, sadly,
as he stood twirling his hat, and casting
furtive glances at the inexorable Ama-
zon on the doorstep; but Miss White had
said her say, and was silent.

At last he turned to go. "I wish you
well, ma'am,"' he said; "en' I'm 'bleeged
ter you."

"You'ro welcome," said Roxanna.
"Though what yon got to be thankin'
me is mo'n I kin see."

CHAPTER XIU.
LABOR IN V.AIN.

"XeverP' shouted the colonel.
Silence and gloom had settled upon

Thorne Hill. Tom Quash no longer pick-
ed the hanjo in his moments cf idleness;
Griffin Jim rattled the bones no mure
when work was done; Amity ceased her
capering to the tinkling of the gourd fid-

dle, and tho talk in the kitchen was
hushed; it was as if Mawse Nicholas had
died. Mrs. Leonard and Miss Elvira in
stinctively shunned each other; Flora '

forsook tho piano, and MiaRV sulked in
corners; but tho colonel he;d his head j

higher than ever, hiding hw mortiflca-- j

tion under a cloak of pride and silence
that forbade sympathy.

No one named Nicholas; even Missy,
though her heart clamored for her broth- - i

er, found her tongue refuse its office in
presence of her btern father. The child
understood intuitively something of the
fierce tumult that raged in th colonul's
breast. A great awe, not of her fathor. J

but of what he suffered, took possession
of her, and conipellHl her to silence; but
her sole object ,in Kfe now was to follow '

her brother. To Mi&sy this scorned an easy
undertaking if sho could only gt away
from Thorne Hill; but pho was afraid
to venture idone any farther than the

'

big gate at the end of the avenue, nero
she sat gazing wigtf ully through tho bars,
and hating hervtilf for cowardice, on the
morning of tho day that old Gul:rt wad
returning from his tootfr? errand; here .

had fhe been ever since breakfast, and it ,

was now nearly eleven o'clock; bat alio
liad not y-- t made up her mind io venture
outside, when she eapird a carriage com- -

ing along the road. This sight crtvtU--

a eudden diversion in Mtwy's bitter
thought?.

"It's Cousin MyrtilKr h exclaimed j

aloud. "Bbo's brought Lottie-an- Btml" j

A vision of wild frolic down by the
spring rioted in Miesy'ft brain, aa up sha
jumped to opn th gatr; but whoa the
carriaj'e rvtssed through only Couain
Myrtilla looked from tho window.

"You didn't bring Lottie and Boa?
cried Missy, in dep reproach. j

"Well, no, I didn't," said Mrs. Harry, j

"Came off in such a gwivet. Nevwr mind.
bring 'em ii'sxt time. Ojcn the door,
Larkm," she commanded the driTr,
"and lot me tak this child u." j

Mifisy uiad- - no obj3jon. Sbo was
fond of her Oouain Myrtilla, and slw ad--

mirtd that lady6 showy. dr'a SuchJ
beautiful pink hyacinths within the bon-

net brim that framed the fadd okl face, :

such lovely yollow roe outside; wich a
bewildering h lac organdi, ith JtH tu- -'

multu-u- s puffs and frills: and thoso pur-
ple shoe! How Missy wished for a pair
jut like them! But tiv poaipg and
vanities soon palled, and Misy' tboughu
reverted to br troubk. "Brer Nicholas
is gone awayT 6be said abruptly. "He's
married to Dcosia FnraiTal, and Ihs can't
never cocao homo no mo. And MiaFT
began to cry.

This was no ijowb to Mrs. Ilexry; ehe
had learned all about it. "Tu'J tntr the
said. "Wha says he'll never come borne
again? Don't cry; I am going tow what
can be done abont it."

I nis conxoieu iiT, and ay tho tine
tho carriage nrrrred ac the hotum the wa
quite cheers" nl again. "Coorfn Icrrtfila
is come! Cousin Myrtilla U bcreP ihe
annoencod. joyfnDr m bis g into hr
aunt's presence; aad Hha El rira, in ill
fond bebef that Cocsfc Myrtiihi woold
prove a tower of strength, feaatfsaed to
the parlor.

"Oh, coaainr the eawi with tars,
"you're cooi Co a boeee of mocraiag."

"Now, Elvira," resaoasfcraUsd Mrs.
Herry, "why should yoa talk a If Nich-

olas were dro&T
"It is worso than deathr olglaed Hist

Elvira. "My poor brother
"WftIL ye. sax Jfra. Herry, with aa

ansrwrins ciga. Ew wa oizo an aalj
child bad no b?en a rrvfii to the faia- - j

ilj; neithT hid br married awxptabiy;
bet Coaain Myrt2i had mtcitrtd all
that, cad today was faX &i5 rtj aad
happy. "Asd I orppusa Jasper Tborat

Mth ha JffacctioK. ad ifeinki .

fchwwtf a pailowpJ--- wfc, be it oaly a
foci. ,

Ohr Hlw ZlTtra mid rx.rackfU.r.
Ie ksOTm fcfe. mj 4exs." coo--

tiaued Mr- -. Hsrrr, - atftrj re
know a Jssfsxr oor- - thso forty yvatm.

Vis? vxra h&s&Mvrmu.ji.
"Bui csaw here tm&Xwhjgn. bk

about him. I've a mossago for mf
cousin, the colonel."

" Oh," stammered Miss Elvira; "if it
about Nicholas, Ira afraid

" It is about .Nicholas, and I am not a
bit afraid," Mrs. Herry declared, stoutly.
"You miserable coward, Elvira; just be-

cause Jasper Thorne has hoavy eybrowg
and a high and mighty air. you don's
dare hold an independent opinion. Go,
call your brother; I have that to sny to
him it is best he should hear."

Miss Elvira obeyed: that is, she senS
3Iissy to tell Glory-An- n to tall Griffin
Jim to tell Tom Quash to hunt up the
colonel, and bear him the information
that Mrs, Herry wished to see him.

The colonel mnde no delay in answer-
ing tho summons, but he was very cere-
monious hi his greeting; ho ovordkl
everything now in his desire to appoar
unmoved.

Mrs. Harry, however, had not known
him so many years to be easily deceived.
"It will kill him," she said to borself,
"unless ho can be persuaded to recon
ciliation." Then she spoke out:

"Cousin Jasper, there's no need for
pretension between you and me. I'm
older than you are, and I've seen trouble

with a son of my own. It is best to
look things squarely in tho face. Nich-
olas has made an unfortunate marriage,
but"

"Madam!" said the colonel, in a deep
and angry voice, with a hand uplifted tn
protest. His face had turned a ghastly
pallor that made his black brows look
blacker than ever, undornenth which huj
eyes gleamed like lightning.

Missy, who had rufusod to bo sent
away, sat gazing at him, fascinated; and
Miss Elvira shrank visibly; but Mrs.
Herry never faltered. "Doia will make
him a good wife, she proeeded, in n
calm and even voico; "sho would mak
you a good daughter, if

"Never!" tdioutod tho colonel. Ho
eecmed to wish to ay more, bat speeoh
failed hini.

"None of us, indeed, would havo
chosen her for Nicholas, Mrs. nerry
continued; "but sho is u good girl, and
all this is something for 301 to coanidor
and tx thankful for. Life has mora re-

munerative work to offer than mirning
a wrong, and Nicholas isn't alone to
blnmV

"Will you oblige ma, the colonel in-

terrupted coldly, "by talking of some-
thing else?

"No," said Mrs. Horry, with heat;
"Tve nothing olsu to talk of, ami Tvo yen
more to say. Nicholas is at uy house.

"I will receive no embaiwy! tho colo-
nel declared.

"Don't you knaw your own flesh and
blood better than tliat?" exclaimed Mrs.
Herry, impath-uilr- . "Nick is a Thorne,
every inch of him. He'll make no over-
tures. He has marriod the girl ho love,
and he is insmuly happy, poor fool; but

he is dttjparuU'ly ill."
Miss Elvira clasped her hand, but ut-

tered no sound.
"He i dutfpuratahr ill," Mrs. Hrry ra

pented. "He rodo all night in the mint
and exposure, fatigue and excitement
have told on him. Ntchokts i very ill.'

Missy burst out crying. " I want to go
home with Coutiiii liyrtxlla!" he wailed.

Except for this then wa a ded
lence. The colonel thought h son's ill-

ness a rufio. "'Tliat man. or that wo-

man," said he, aftora long pnuo. "who
harbors him m no friend, of jniuo."

"As you plensc, wud Mrs. HorrT, ris-
ing. "He ta your oulj km; you cannot
take awny his name, nor his blood. And
a for mo I can getou without you, C01.
Thorne. My home p my own, aod I'll
enter tarn whom I trv fk. 3b was
thoroughly angry now "It your brother
did but know it,tnrning to Mm Elvira,
"the only tiling to do now is to forgira
Nick's marriage. Let him try the other
way, thati all! But he ought to remem-
ber that he it not blaniekts himself. Ha
has alwRjs worked wronc with onr
Nick, keeping Irini at a frowning distant ,

hrn he ought to have grappled him
clone; bnninhuig hhn to that 9onrie
Plantation, when he ought to liarit had
him here at home. It isn't Nichokut that
is alone to blame."

But the colonrl did not nr all tht;
he had Wt tlo room in great wrath, and
Mrs. Herry, overcome by mdiguant wot

row, ami vexrd at her defeat, declare--
that she would not remain a momvnl
longer.

"I an going lwl' to that poorrxT."
she said. "You may call it a wkBr,
if you hkn, lilt thankful am I that i fur.
gave my son. Ie gotten more good out
of that. Elvira, than cvor yoall get out
of Bishop Kn."

And Mm. Harry departed.
24 tufty, at had dnrirfd whip com-

fort from tius vtiiit; to kro.v that hrr
brother was at Couahi Mvrtilla's was te
feel him nir-wit- hin roach. 11ag) h
was ill, he nd not ch, and raaooda?
ha could o to (we Lottie and JVb and,

once tber what could hinoVr h stay
inj forever with Brer Nlchcda?

But. atax for this cheering hope! th
ooloool returned to the parlor when Ht.
Herry 'a carriage had diMtppeur-d- . sad
said. Rt'snily:

"Elvira, you will oblige roe by crating
from thin time forth to ImiKI but

who.tTr with tfra. UerrT
and any of hr family. For mj-vo- lf orrvi
will I cross hr threshold again, tan is
cane of sotn ranlam'ly."

"And that raM I am not to pity wjth
Iitti aad JV ant mT" wailed Miwcr.

The colottel dgbti UlWly. lie ffeil

himseif a deeply iajart-- maa, II i
rtantMr tocrj for MUrr' ehrt&sa d
apponttsent rrdinx her pfatyioaWi
bat wtxit a toat coatyaxrA wsi hu
aogBiah? Yet notody his t
Kiiioa, nobody coestjscred him weusd
dignity.

To he ComtljraetL

Cyrrfcuird U Capital.
It k odd bow standard. of crftSricra

iiihsr. A young mas who wan impact-
ing the signatures to tha Declaration of
iAoVpeedaoe that haa js is &e st&to
p&rtzsoat wsj beard to roauirk:

"Haxaph! If I had bene mm of tat
feTkrwn, aad coolda't wrtt5 aay totZnr,
I'd hare gec to a bwmwg eothft-Waaate- gtoa

iet.
Am AsmxlumL

firirs xaotW tm a Kcw Yerker,
but Odric hkitasAI w bora kt BoxMol

"Czdric. yoo are a naughty soy. yoa
wast a HcJdbc." said ssm.
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